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Fragments of Hope 
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Summary 


A series of vignettes following Maeglin Lomon throughout his life. From his childhood in 
Nan Elmoth to his death and beyond. 
~part of the Niennandil-verse~ 


Notes 


Title is taken from the song from Yes! Pretty Cure 5 GoGo, Fragments of Hope sung by Yuka 
Uchiyae. 


Chapter 1 


Lomion wished he had a family like Nana's. She told him about all the cousins and brothers 
she used to play with when she was little. He just had himself and sometimes Nana. Well he 
used to have an invisible friend named Meg but Adar said that Meg was bad and would make 
everyone hate him so Meg went away. Not that he was mad about Meg leaving, it was 
peaceful being by himself, no one could steal his things or break them or be annoying, but 
sometimes it got boring just playing the same things over and over again. 


He made up his mind to find a new person to play with. There were a lot of big (scary) elves 
in Nan Elmoth so there might be a few small elves like him. The only way to find out for sure 
was to look for them. 


First he checked all of the best spots for small elves. Including the garden (he also got to say 
hello to all of his favorite moles there), the forge, and his room. He even checked the bad 
spots just to be sure, like the stinky washroom, the parlor with scratchy coaches, the really 
tall tree that he fell from and broke his leg, and the servants outside. 


"Have you seen any small elves?" He asked the row of servants standing stiff in sleek armor. 
No response. Not that they ever said anything anyways. 


When even that failed, it meant that his mission called for desperate measures. An idea for 
what desperate measure to take came into his head out of seemingly nowhere. He would 
check someplace he had never been before. Ada's room. He had been instructed never to go 
there, but this was important. No place could be left out in his quest. So he set off. 


At last he came to the room, the door towered above him, black and foreboding, holding 
some unimaginable secret. He stood on the very tips of his toes and gripped the knob with 
both hands and twisted it. A sharp creak split the air as the door opened, revealing a whole 
other world. Ripped black fabric was draped across the room making it look like a shadowy 
forest. Spikes of misshapen metal were stacked in every cranny from forgotten projects. In 
the center of the room there was a massive bed with a nest of blankets. Oh if only Adar said 
he wasn't too big for bouncing on beds! 


All of the new things to explore were soon forgotten when his black eyes caught sight of two 
swords hung on the wall. Their metal was the color of midnight poking through the trees and 
they glittered like stars. 


Lomion crept towards them and hopped on the bed, doing a little bonce (The bed was too soft 
to resist). The swords were so beautiful, all the other blades he had seen were dull gray but 
these were the best color! 


A two little presences brushed over his mind, sounding a bit like a low hum. They seemed to 
be coming from the swords, which was impossible of course. But he still hummed back. The 


two presences responded, echoing him. This seemed like a sign to continue on. Together they 
made harmony. 


It was great fun, listening to and helping to create all the soft music floating around him. He 
had never gotten to sing with anyone besides Nana before. Still he who was doing the 
singing? Tilting his ears, he scanned for the sound. The swords were the only place it was 
coming from. Maybe they at least held a clue. 


Lomion stood up and reached for the hilt of one of them, careful not to touch the blade the 
blade. Nana told him blades were dangerous. 


As soon as he touched the hilt, "Hail son of Lord E6l," was spoken... by the sword? 


Lomion gasped. So the swords were the source of the humming! And they talked?! Maybe he 
had been looking for friends in the wrong places! 


"Wow! A talking sword!" Lomion shrieked, just before remembering his manners, "I'm sorry, 
I meant: Hello, it's nice to meet you." 


"It is an honor to meet the son of our Lord and creator," the sword spoke again, their voice 
sounding a lot like Adar's but happy. 


Wait the sword called Adar creator and Adar also helped make Lomion. According to Adar's 
long biology lessons if someone made two or more people then they were siblings. 


He had siblings!!! 
Lomion squealed and clapped his hands, "My creator is Ed] too! We're family!" 
"That is confusing," another voice chimed into his head, also sounding like a nice Adar. 


"We have to do family things now," Lomion proclaimed, ignoring the sword's statement. He 
had siblings! Never would he be bored again! 


After a lot of tugging and wincing Lomion dragged the swords into his room and placed them 
on his rocking chair. It was normally reserved for his mother and him when she told him 
bedtime stories but finding out you had talking sword siblings defied all reservations. Then 
he flopped down on the floor and took a rest. When he first got the swords he was planning 
on doing a tea party with them and all his mole plushies but that seemed like too much effort 
right this moment so instead he settled for questions. 


"What are your names?" he was about to tell them that his name was Lomion, but Nana said 
that Lomion was a very secret name only for the two of them. Not even Meg knew his name 
before they went away. A lie would have to do, "I don't have a name. Adar told me he will 
name me when I'm ready to have a name." 


"Anguirel," the first sword who spoke in Adar's room said. 


"Anglachel," the second added. 


"Anglachel and Anguirel are pretty names. What are your favorite animals?" Did swords 
have favorite animals? He didn't know but probably. Having a favorite animal was very 
important. 


"I do not understand the question. Do you mean a favorite animal to kill?" Anglachel 
responded. 


"We were not forged with hunting in mind," Anguirel said. 


Apparently swords didn't have favorite animals after all. There was a lot he had to teach his 
new siblings. 


"Everyone needs to have a favorite animal! Mine is the mole, you can borrow mine until you 
get your own, or keep it forever. That's good too!" Lomion smiled. 


"Our favorite animal will be the mole then," both said in unison. 


"Hooray! I've only met one other person, Meg, who had moles as their favorite animal, and 

I've met a lot of people before you two, like Adar, Nana, and my plushes. My plush toys are 
all moles so it would be silly if they had moles as their favorite animal, it would be like me 

and Adar, and Nana liking elves the best. Oh now I have to introduce all my plushies!" The 

rest had been long enough. Hopefully the plushies wouldn't be too angry for having to wait 

and didn't yell at him like Adar did. 


Thankfully they were always very kind to him so there was no yelling. Lomion just politely 
introduced them to his big siblings. 


"It is an honor to meet ones so beloved of our Lord's son," the swords responded. 


Now that introductions were over it was time for fun, Lomion first planned on a tea party but 
he had gotten even more ideas, "We need to do something. Do you want to have a tea party? 
Or look at my rock collection! We could even visit the garden and meet all the moles, or 
maybe go to the forge!" 


"Whatever you wish to do my Lord's son," Anglachel answered. 
"What is a tea party?" Anguirel asked. 
That settled it, Anguirel didn't even know what tea parties were, it was time to change that! 


"I'll show you!" Lomion squealed and his ears perked up as he raced down to the kitchen. 


On the way down Lomion made a mental list of everything he needed for a little tea party just 
like the ones Nana did for him: 


1. Teacups 


2. Plates 
3. Tiny sugary cakes with blue frosting 
4. Black tea 


The cups were kept in one of the many bottom drawers. Nana usually had Lomion help carry 
his teacup so he knew somewhat where they were. It was just a matter of opening all the 
draws and looking in them. However there were also plates, cakes and tea to find. Those 
were...some place. 


He told himself that he would find them after he found the cups, but the plates and cakes and 
tea kept floating around his brain and tugging at his thoughts. They shoved and pushed at the 
mission of finding what he could find until all he could think about finding what he couldn't. 
There was no one around to ask for help. There was only him and what felt like an infinite 
amount of spaces for those silly plates, cakes, and tea to hide. The room started to spin faster 
and faster with every moment he couldn't figure out what to do about it. What if he never 
found them and had to stay in the room forever looking for them? What if they were stolen 
and Adar blamed him for it? What if his siblings got angry for taking too long? If only he had 
payed more attention to what Nana did when she set up tea parties! 


Lomion dropped to the ground and let out a scream as hot tears rolled down his cheeks. All 
of it was too much! These emotions were too big! 


"Boy, we have been over this many times. Firstly do not scream. It will let enemies know of 
your location. Secondly crying is only something that infants do because they lack the 
physical development to properly enunciate complete and effective sentences. You are not an 
infant, you are four years old," the stern voice of his father sounded behind him. He must of 
heard his scream and now Adar would be furious. 


"Okay," he whispered and wiped the tears away. The ellon looked at Adar's eyes, rage and 
fear were both clashing in there. 


"Good. Now stand up straight," Adar helped the child up, "I have important work to do. I 
cannot be worrying about you. Resume your studies." 


"Yes, Adar," the boy muttered to Adar's scowling face and then walked slowly back towards 
his room. There would be no tea parties today. So unfair. Poor Anguirel and poor him. Since 
Adar was on the prowl he would have to play quiet and boring games with his siblings. 


"What ails you son of Lord E61?" Anguirel asked as Lomion entered the room. They 
probably noticed his droopy ears and tear stains on his pale cheeks. 


"We can't have a tea party today...Adar's on the move. He thinks tea parties are unimportant." 


"This is incomprehensible. My Lord is always right but this tea party ritual is clearly 
important to you. How can they be unimportant and important at the same time?" Anglachel 


asked. 


"Perhaps Lord E6l does not understand tea parties, we do not understand them and we hold 
much of his knowledge and will. When we understand them then we all will know why they 
are important," Anguirel mused, "Now son of Lord E6l you must return us to Lord E6I's 
chambers where you found us if he indeed out an about as you say. He will be furious if he 
finds his favorite blades gone. You may visit us at a later time." 


Lomion blinked back even more tears. He had only just met his big siblings and now he had 
to say goodbye and be lonely and bored in his room! But he knew he had to stay on Adar's 
good side. The only thing to do was gave a little nod and heave the swords off the rocking 
chair and drag them all the way to Adar's room. As quietly as possible so Adar didn't hear. He 
was supposed to be studying, not being parted from his family. 


Thankfully he entered the room without incident and managed to hang Anguirel and 
Anglachel back up and give their hilts a little squeeze. 


"Bye-bye...see you tomorrow, Anguirel and Anglachel," he murmured, giving the twin blades 
a wave. 


"Farewell, it was honor to meet you," both said in unison. He shut the door slowly on his 
siblings and then stomped half way back to his room until Adar yelled at him to stop 
stomping and start walking and to do his boring studies. All alone. Adar ruined everything 
fun! 


Chapter 2 


Throughout the years Lomion's favorite part of the day, besides talking with his big siblings, 
had been when just before bedtime Nana pulled him aside and whispered stories of her own 
life and childhood. Of radiant cities, forests, adventure, and too many people to count. (The 
stories about her half uncle's family were the best ones, so many talented smiths!) But E6l 
never told him stories about himself, he always spoke about the here and now with big words 
that Nana had to define for him. When he was tiny he had even doubted E61 had ever been an 
child. Someone who scowled as much as he did clearly hadn't known how great it was to stay 
up all night playing with plushies or to run around laughing about nothing in particular. 


Now he had grown to the wise age of seven and knew that E6l wasn't old enough to be one of 
the elves who woke up by the lake. He had to of been an elfling. Maybe E61 just forgot to tell 
him like he forgot to feed him dinner sometimes. He had to ask about Adar being an elfling. 


"Adar, what did you do when you were an elfling?" the ellon asked one day at breakfast when 
E61 was in a good enough mood. 


"Studied lore, learned how to forge, and became an invaluablely productive member of 
society," 


Maybe E@Il's childhood was happy after all since he forged. That was always a good activity, 
"What are your parents like?" 


The color drained from Adar's face and his ears twitched. A bad sign. Still he answered the 
question, sort of, "Meleldhel was a... benevolent woman. Brilliant smith. My naneth." 


The child ran the name Meledhel over in his mind, so that's what his grandmother was called! 
And even better she was a smith! But it wasn't enough for him. He had enough questions to 
ask E61 when he was in a good mood again to make a list now: 


1. Do I have any other grandparents? 


2. What is Meledhel's favorite animal? (She seems like someone who likes moles because 
she's nice) 


3. What does Meldedhel like to smith? 
4. Where is she? Can I meet her? 


He said nothing more and ate his breakfast. Imaging Meledhel and him having fun shaping 
little cute mole figures out of iron together. Unlike E61, who only made swords now that 
didn't even talk to him. (Boring!) However his big siblings still talked and had known EO]! for 
a long time, they might know something about Meledhel. 


When Eol had gone out to gather firewood, Lomion made his escape to E6I's room and 
hopped on the bed right below Anguirel and Anglachel. 


"Hello Angie and Angla," he greeted them, "I have a question! Do you know about our 
grandmother? All I know is that her name is Meledhel, she probably likes moles, and is a 
smith." 


"Hello brother," Anguirel and Anglachel responded, "Yes, we do. Lord E61 spoke about her 
before. We went on a mission to avenge her and slew many orcs." 


"You fought orcs for her?!" he had never seen an orc before. However Nana told him exciting 
stories about her fighting them. Sometimes they were strong and scary and others they were 
weak and pathetic. Typically this depended on if it was Nana or someone else fighting them. 
Nana always effortlessly slew the weak and pathetic ones while other elves struggled against 
the strong ones. 


"Yes, we killed many orcs before. She was killed by them. Lord E61 used us to fight them." 
Anguirel said. Lomion frowned. Meledhel was dead. Never would he meet her and forge with 
her and talk about moles with her. He couldn't even meet her in stories because E61 never 
talked about her. 


"Nana should of helped. She is good at slaying orcs. Maybe she could of even saved my 
grandma." 


"I do not know what her fighting prowess is, but I doubt it. Lord E61 loved his mother and did 
try to save her but even we were not sharp enough to slay the orcs in time." 


Lomion couldn't imagine EG] acting loving to anyone but maybe he was only to special 
people after they died. Were Nana and him special people to E61 who he would avenge if 
they died? Grandmother must of been a special person. He wished she could of met her even 
more now, "Can you tell me about what Grandmother acted like?" 


"We were forged around a year before she died and mostly kept in a dark store room. We 
never spoke to her," 


"Oh," that was decidedly not helpful. Anguirel didn't know anything. Anglachel probably 
didn't know anything either since she wasn't saying anything. That only left his mole plushies 
and Nana for information. 


First he asked his plushies but they knew nothing. At least they agreed that E61 was being 
very silly and that Meledhel probably liked moles. (He took their opinion with a grain of salt 
as since they were moles they were what Adar would call biased about liking moles) 


Next he finally went to Nana. She was feeding the horses in the stables and a big smile lit up 
her face when she saw him, "Lolo!" 


Lomion grinned back, ears perking up. No one could make Nana happy like he could, it made 
him feel important, "I have a question. I asked Adar and my big siblings it. But Adar didn't 
want to talk about it and big siblings didn't know." 


Nana chuckled for some reason when he mentioned his big siblings, but didn't comment, 
merely saying, "What do you want to ask me?" 


"What do you know about Adar's family? He mentioned he had a Nana named Meledhel too, 
does he have any other parents? Does he have any siblings like me? Did grandmother like 
moles? Why doesn't he talk about her like you talk about all your family members?" 


"That's a lot of great questions, L6lo. I don't know the answer to all of them. I will try to 
answer as many as I can, just let me finish feeding the horses since I'm going to need to focus 
on such big questions," Nana said and gave the horses some hay. Lomion fed the ponies so 
she wouldn't have to do that later. 


Once they were done Nana took him aside and they sat down on a bench together, "Alright, 
you wanted to know about E6I's family?" 


"Yeah," Lomion nodded, twirling a blade of grass. Doing that always made him feel good. 


"I know Meledhel is someone very important to him. She taught him how to smith and he 
loved her very much. So when she was killed by orcs, he missed her desperately. He doesn't 
like to talk about her so I don't know much more. However I think she would of loved to of 
met you." 


"I wish I could of met her," Lomion sighed, staring at the now knotted blade of grass in his 
hand. It was much easier to look at then Nana's sad face. 


"So do I," Nana squeezed him close. 
"Can you answer my other questions now?" he asked once he got tired of hugging. 


"Yes, I can. E6l doesn't have any siblings that I know of, but he does have a father, 
Gwaensereg. Eol has some complicated feelings about Gwansereg. He hurt him. So he 
dislikes talking about him even more then Meledhel. Keep Gwansereg a secret from him, 
okay?" 


Lomion gave a firm nod. Nana and him were good at keeping secrets. They had lots of them, 
"Is Adar in conflict with me because of Gwaensereg? Because of gen-gena-ticks!" He knew 
from E6I's long lectures that you got different traits from your parents. Like how E6] and his 
ears moved but Nana's were still. Perhaps E6l caused conflict because of Grandfather and it 
was whatever the word that started with g was. 


"No. He is not. Genetics have nothing to do with it. Sometimes when something really bad 
happens, like Gawensereg leaving E6l, a person will lash out because they don't know how to 
handle their big emotions. When you have big emotions they make it so people do bad things. 


"But Ed] should of never take out his pain on you. I am here to help him through it and help 
him learn the right way to act. He just needs a little extra support from an adult like me. You 
need to focus on being a kid," Nana's words made him feel a little better if it wasn't for 
Nana's smile being spread out thin across her face. Her smiles when she talked about E61 
were always like that. He needed to cheer her up and get her to make one of big smiles for 
him. 


"Okay! I love you Nana!" Lomion exclaimed. Telling Nana, Anguirel, and Anglachel he 
loved them always made them happy. 


"I love you too, my little mole!" Nana's smile was big and bright now as she ruffled Lomion's 
hair as he laughed. 


The mention of moles reminded him, there was still one more question to be asked, "Did 
Gwaensereg and Meledhel like moles?" 


"I don't know for sure, but I think that Meledhel would of liked them too. Maybe even 
Gwaensereg." 


"That's great," all his favorite people liked moles. Nana, Anguirel, Anglachel, his plushies, 
and even Meg before they left. E61 only liked moles a little bit but he was still nice when he 
was in a good mood and a talented smith, he wasn't all bad. Now he would add Meledhel to 
his list of favorite people. Even though she was dead, he still had her genetics or something 
and would like being on his list. Who wouldn't want to be on his favorite person list even 
after they had died? It made her feel a bit closer to him. 


Chapter 3 


It was the best morning of year for Lomion, his begetting day! Nothing exciting had 
happened yet but later on today Nana would give him a new mole plush and make him a 
chocolate cake. She always did. Sometimes when E6I felt like it, he made him a shiny trinket. 
Anguirel and Anglachel always wished him very happy begetting day and listened to him 
share all his favorite mole facts. He had two new ones to share that he learned yesterday! 
Begetting days were good, the same good things happened year after year. It made no 
difference whether he was a naive five year old or an intelligent twelve year old. 


He skipped into the parlor, humming to himself and clapping. Nana was already there, 
holding a package. His new mole friend! There was a list of fifteen possible names for them 
scribbled down in his room. 


"Happy begetting day Lomion," Nana smiled, whispering his name, "you are the 
greatest gift I've been given." 


"Thank you Nana!" he gave her a hug and she squeezed back. 


When E6I came into the room, the child peeled away from Nana's arms and sat back 
down. E6I's hands were empty. Meaning he didn't bother with a present this year. Oh well. 


"Happy begetting day, boy," E6l said. 
"Thank you," he answered flatly. The lack of present not forgotten. 


"Would you like to open your gift now, dear?" Nana spoke up and placed the parcel in 
his hands. 


The child snatched it up and smiled. An urge to clap trembled through his hands but he 
shoved it away to prevent E61 from yelling at him. Instead he ripped through the paper to find 
a grey mole plush. Which he wrapped in his arms. So cute! 


"Thank you Nana! Her name is Silver!" 


"Lovely name, I think she likes it, I know I am happy you like her!" Nana ruffled 
Silver's fur. 


"The stuffed plaything is inanimate. It is frivolous to fantasize," E6l spoke up. 


"I know," he said, still clutching Silver. In recent years learned that toys couldn't really 
feel and weren't really his friends but he liked to pretend. Nana thought it was fine but Eél 
didn't understand. 


"Excellent to see you have sagacity," E61 cleared his throat and crossed his arms. 
Something important was about to be said, "Now it is time for my gift to you. I have watched 
you reach fruition for twelve years. You are showing promise in becoming a competent 


person and smith. Calling you boy, offspring, or child no longer will suffice. You require a 
name. After much deliberation, I have selected the name 'Maeglin'. Sharp glance, for you are 
perceptive and shall be able to read peoples' motivations and nature even better then one such 
as [." 


That was not what he was expecting. 


He already had a name, Lomion. It was a very nice name that Nana gave him out of 
love. So what if it was a secret? Maeglin was new and harsh and given to him because he was 
‘competent’ enough or whatever that meant. Everyone have to start calling him Maeglin. E6l 
always made sure things went his way. He was never going to be Lomion again, only 
Maeglin. He didn't know what being Maeglin meant yet for sure but he guessed that it meant 
that E6l's piercing gaze would follow him around even more. 


"How kind of you. Maeglin, what a pretty name," Nana said, voice chilly. 
E61 glared at Nana before looking at Lémten Maeglin. Expecting a response. 


"It is good to be named and praised. Thank you for this gift, Adar," Lémiesn Maeglin 
forced himself to smile. A bracelet like last year would of been better. At least the 
compliment was nice. He didn't think E6l had ever praised him before. Apart from saying it 
was good when he stopped crying, being angry or being too happy. 


E61 nodded his approval, and prepared to speak again, "When I was your age, I started 
to pursue smithing with commitment. You have talent in the forge that you cannot amplify 
here. It is time to foster that ability. I have planned a trip for the two of us to visit the 
Dwarves of Belegost. Your craft will be edified by them. We leave two weeks from tomorrow 
at sunset." 


He was leaving home? In two weeks?! Lémien's Maeglin's ears flattened and he 
squeezed his hands together tightly to stop the panic from over taking him. Going away from 
all the good things at home and being dragged away from Nana. He looked at her desperately 
for help. She narrowed her brown eyes and stared down E61, "Well that certainly is a surprise. 
My son has never even left the area around our Halls before. Why don't we discuss this later 
to make sure this will go well for both for you," 


"Maeglin is my offspring too, I can raise him how I please." 


"I want to help you raise him in a way that will be best for all of us," Nana looked back 
at Lémien Maeglin who was blinking back tears. This was his begetting day. Everything was 
supposed to happen just like every other year, "This is a special moment for our son. If we 
must speak about it now, we will take this to the other room." 


"If he is so sensitive as to not handle deliberation then we must remedy that. You coddle 


him." 

Nana stood up and marched out of the room, holding the door open for Ed]. He strode 
after her and shut the door. Leaving Lémien Maeglin all alone with only Silver and the loud 
voices echoing through the walls. 


"Some people need more support to navigate a world hostile to them. Our son might be 
one such person. There is nothing wrong with him. My cousin, Celebrimbor, is the same way. 
He had people who listened to him and he had a great life as far I know-" Lémien Maeglin 
heard Nana say despite the door being locked. The door and the walls of the halls were thin, 
EO] liked it that way so he could listen to everyone. 


"Do not speak of your treacherous kin to me." 
"Do not evade my point." 


"If Maeglin needs such aid then I will improve him myself so he won't require it 
anymore. He is promising enough to be worth the investment." 


"Your trip will make him scared and lonely. Any child would be at his age. It will not fix 
him, he is not broken and doesn't need to be fixed regardless. If you insist on taking him on a 
trip, it should at least be one with all three of us." 


"Well then if you comprehend what is best to bring up Maeglin, then why don't you 
brave the halls of the Dwarves and see where your cosseting brings him! I'd like to see a 
princess like you attempt! You won't last a day." E61 snapped. 


"Fine then, I will. I will try and I will succeed. I have survived the Helcaraxé and Nan 
Dungortheb. I'm sure your Dwarven friends would be quite surprised to hear you say that 
they are more lethal then Ungoilant's spawn." 


Lémien Maeglin knew from past fights that they would be in there making a ruckus for 
a long time. There was no need to listen to that. It was enough to know that Nana would be 
coming. 


He went upstairs to talk the news to Anglachel and Anguirel. There was a lot to talk 
about from names to trips and they were the only ones he could freely do so and they always 
made him feel better. The mole facts were low on the list of things to talk about now. He 
should still get to them though, as no one would hear him over the screaming. 


"Happy begetting day brother," Anglachel and Anguirel called out. 
"Thank you," Lémiten Maeglin muttered. 


"What do you wish to share with us about moles?" They knew the routine. They always 
did. Suddenly talk of names and trips became much less important and mole facts became 
much more important. How could he resist? Despite what EG] said, it made him feel good to 
focus on what he liked rather then what he didn't. 


The next hour he spent speaking about moles to his big siblings. It was the best hour of 
the day. It felt good. He could almost forget all the shouting that scratched and scrapped his 
ears. 


In time he had shared all his information and names and trips became important again, 
"Uh, today Adar gave me a gift. He finally named me." 


"What is your name? I have hoped you would get one for a long time now," Anguirel 
said. 


"Maeglin," Eésaten Maeglin whispered. So soft he hoped the twins wouldn't hear. 


"Lovely, I'm glad you have name now, Maeglin," Anglachel said. It sounded wrong 
coming from her. He had a name before. It simply wasn't safe to tell her and it was even less 
safe now, since E6l had staked his claim on Lémien Maeglin. 


"Mhm," Lémien Maeglin shrugged. He didn't like this at all. 


"Sharp glance, it fits you," Anguirel stated. Now Lémien Maeglin wanted to shout at 
Anguirel. He didn't want the name to fit him! He didn't want to be E6I's son. He wanted to be 
Lomion! 


"Are you okay? Something seems wrong little brother," Anglachel asked more gently then 
he had ever heard her before. 


There was so much wrong! He wasn't even sure what was so wrong about it all, it just was 
awful! He wanted to tell them about how awful he felt but even when he opened his mouth 
the words didn't come. They seemed just out of reach. As if he was climbing a tree but could 
never find the top where the sunlight was. 


"Why will you not talk?" Anguirel asked. 


Lémien Maeglin said nothing, the words in his mind blurred together until they were a 
mess of sadness, anger, fear, confusion, and every other emotion he wasn't supposed to feel. 


"Maeglin?!" Anglachel urged. 

Still no response. Lémien Maeglin curled in to a tight ball at the sound of that name. 
"Maeglin?" Anguirel called out to be met only with stifled whimpers. 

"Should we summon Lord E61?" Anglachel asked her twin. 

"I do not know. Perhaps. He knows how to solve emotions," Anguirel murmured. 


The world started to spin at the mention of E6I's name. 


Lémien Maeglin knew he could never come here. He had to stop Anguirel and Anglachel 
from bringing him here. He reached out for a word, any word that could put an end to this, 
and finally let out a desperate: "Stop!" 


"We will not summon Lord E6] then," Anguirel decided. Their voice almost sounded 
relieved. Lémten Maeglin looked up at the shimmering blades. A melody seemed to come 


from them, very similar to the one he first felt when he met them. 


Happy memories flowed back, memories of when he was just 'little brother' and not 
Maeglin. The spinning in his brain steadied slowly. He wasn't sure if E61 loved him but he 
knew his siblings always loved him. It was too scary to tell them about Lomion, but maybe 
he could be just little brother again if he asked. 


"Okay," Eématen Maeglin whispered and then paused, lining up all of the words he had to 
say next just right, "The name Maeglin makes me upset. Call me little brother instead." 


"By your command we will do that," Anguirel said. 
"Yes, little brother you shall remain," Anglachel agreed. 
"Thank you so much," Eémion Maeglin's lips twisted into a half smile. 


"We do not wish for you to be sad, we care about you," Anglachel said with forced 
gentleness. Like she was trying a new skill and couldn't quite figure it out. 


Lémien Maeglin wished he could give Anglachel and Anguirel full hugs and that they 
could hug him back. But he knew they loved him. 


The rest of the day followed the list of proper begetting day activities but it felt different. 
There was ice in the air, laying between the family. Nana tried to thaw it with cheerful smiles 
and piles of mole plushies but it froze back over whenever EOI spoke a discouraging word. 


According to E61, Eératen Maeglin couldn't wear a short shelved robe because then he 
would be too cold but he couldn't wear long sleeves because then he would be too hot. Even 
medium sleeves wouldn't work because they caused itchy elbows. 


When Nana finally just insisted that he could wear a jacket over a short sleeve robe, E6l 
proclaimed all the jackets to be filthy and that LKémien Maeglin would bring disgrace upon 
the family by wearing them. Apparently in his mind Dwarves in their underground caverns 
would object to dirt. That made no sense to Lémien Maeglin. 


This went on and on. The amount of mole plushies Lémten Maeglin was bringing (E6l 
wanted no Mole plushies, Nana wanted every mole plushie), what carriage to use, how long it 
would last, which food to eat, and even who was coming. 


"Can I carry my big sib- the big black swords Anguirel and Anglachel on the trip? For 
protection?" Eémten Maeglin had asked E6l when he had stopped pestering Nana for once. 
First trips had to be shared with siblings! It was worth the risk of E6I's wrath. 


E6l's ears twitched "How is it possible that you would conjure up such a prosperous 
idea? You are far too feeble to wield my blades. Where did you even absorb that knowledge 
of Anguirel and Anglachel?" 


Lémien Maeglin stared at the floor, silent for a while, "I-I read about them. During my 
studies. You were very skilled to make swords like them." 


"They are not for a puny child. They would repudiate you. Their allegiance lies with me. 
Banish those preposterous concepts from your psyche. I will be their sole proprietor." 


"Okay," Léeaten Maeglin whispered and slunk away. E61 wouldn't allow him to be with 
his big siblings. He even thought they would hate him! Even though Anguirel and Anglachel 
loved him and would never reject him. If anything Anglachel was rejecting E61. She 
complained about him. 


Lémien Maeglin curled up on the couch, Silver tucked under his arm. He felt like crying 
again, but E6l was already so mad that he couldn't risk him seeing it. He had to go so far 
away from home, and while there might be pretty rocks and new forges to explore, he hadn't 
done anything like this before. While Nana was coming, E61 didn't want her, and he got his 
way with time. In future trips Nana wouldn't be there. If only Meg hadn't left. No one else 
could see them besides him, but E61 had ruined the secret friendship. Even his siblings were 
being kept from him and Meledhel was dead. 


He didn't want to be alone! 


But if E61 wanted him to be alone then it would happen. Sometimes one knew what 
doom was to come and that their life would change forever. 
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